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BYNOPSIS,
Geo Percival k?wmm Jonea, viee
drz':t of the etropalitan Orlental

ug company of New York, thirsting for
Emnnc‘hh In Calro on a businesa trip,
orace anns arrives at the hotel
ro with a_carefully guarded bundle,
yanoe sells Jones the famous holy Yhi-
ordes rug which he admits having stolen
om & pasha at Bagdad, Jones meets
r Callahan and later I totroduced to
ortuns Chedw;q by & woman to whom
he had loaned 150 pounds at Monmte Carlo
soma months previously, and who turns
yut to ba Fortune's mother. Jones tmkes
Mrs. Chedsoya and Fortune to a polo
yame. Fortune returns to Jones the
oney borrowed by her mother. Mrs
edsoye appoears to be engaged In some
mysterious enlerprise unknown to the
fiaughter. Ryanne Interests Jones in the
‘Onited Romance and Advanturs oom-
pany, o concern which for a prics will
lrflm:e any kind of an adventure to or-
fler. AMrs. Chedsoys. her brothar, Major
Callahan, Wallace and Ryanne, as the
United Romance and Adventurs company,
lan a risky enterprise Involving Jonea.
yanne makes known to Mra, Chedsoys
his Intention to marry Fortune. Mra
Chedsoys declares she will not permit it
Plans are Inld to prevent Jones salling
for home. TRyanne steals Jones' lstters
nd cubls dispatches, He wires agent In
ew York, In Jones' nampe, that he I8
renting houss In New York to some
triends. Mahomed, keepar of the holy
sarpet, Is on Ryanne's trall. Ryanne
romises Fortune that he will ses that
ones comaes {0 no harm as n resiult of his
urchass of the rug. Mahomed accosts
yunne and demands the Yhiordes rug
Rynnne tells him Jones has the rug and
1uggesta the abduction of the New York
&rrrhmt A8 & means of securing Ita re-
m.

CHAPTER X.—{Continued.)

Etubborn as the lock was, persever
tnce overcame It. George then, s a
sllght diverslon, spread the anclent
Thiordes over the {runk and stared at
% in pleasurable contemplation. What
4 beauty It was! What exquisite blue,
what soft red, what minute putterns!
ind this treasure was his. He leaned
40Wn upon It with his two hands, A
color stole Into hls cheeks, It bad Its
gource In an old confuslon; school
boys feering a mate seen walking
fome from school with a girl. It was
all rot, he perfectly knew, this wish-
Ing business; and yet ha flung Into the
sun-warmed, sun-gilded space mn ar
dent wish, sent it speeding ronnd the
world from east to west. Fast as heat,
tast as light It traveled, for no sooner
tied it sprung from his mind than {t
entered the window of a room across
the corridor. Whether the window waa
open or shut was of no {mportance
whatever. Buch wishes penetrated and
went through all obatacles. And this
’na touched Fortune's eves, her hair,
der lps; 1t caressed her in a thousand
happy ways. But, ales! such wishes
ars withont temporul power.

Fortune never knew. She sat in =
thalr, her fingers locked tensely, her
even large and set in gaze, lier lips
rompressed, her whole attitude one of
impotent despalr,

eorge did not see her at lunch, and

Shepheard’s. When did Mr, Jones
leave for America? What! on the mor
row? The Major shook his head re-
gretfuily. There was no place like
Caliro for Christmas.

George called a carrlage, drove
about the principal streets and shop-
plng distriets, and used his eyes dill-
gently; but it was love's labor lost.
Not even when he returned at tea-time
did he sec her. Why hadn't he known
and got up? He could have shown her
the bazaars; and there wasn't a drago-
man in Cairo more famillar with them
than he, A wasted dny, totally wasted,
He hung about the lounging-room till
it was time to go np and dress for
dinner. Tonight (ae If the goda had
turned George's future affalrs over to
the care of Momus) he dressed am If
he were golng to the opers; swallow-
tall, white vest, high collar and white-
lawn cravat, opera-Fedora, and thin-
soled pumps; all tL se bhabiliments
and dem!-babiliments supposed to
manke the man. When he reached what
he thought to be the glasa of fashion
and the mold of form, he turned for
the first time toward hie trunk, He
did not rub his eyves; it wnsn't at all
nocegsary; the thing he saw, or rath-
er did not aee, was established beyond
a doubt, as plainly definite as two and
two are four, The anclent Yhlordes
had taken upon Itself one of the po-
tentinlities of ite fabulous prototype,
that of Invisibility; It was gone,

CHAPTER Xl
Eplsodie. *

Fortune had immediately returned
from the bazaars. And a kind of tor-
por blankated her mind, usually so
fertile and actlve. For a tlme the
procesg of the evolotion of thought
was denjed her; she tried to think, but
there was an appalllng lack of continu-
Ity, of broken threads, It was llke one
of those clreumfarentinl rallways; ghe
traveloed, but dld not get anywhore.
Rranne had told her too much for his
own sake, but too littla for hers. Bhe
sut back In the carringe, Inert and
liatless, nnd Indeterminedly lkened
her condition to driftwood In the ebb
and flow of beach-waves. The color
and commotlon of the streets wera
no longer absorbed; it wns as If she
were ridlng through  emptiness,
through the unreality of a dream. Sha
was oppressed and stifled, too; harb-
Inger of storms.

Mechanically she dismlssed the onr-
riage at the hotel, mechnnically ehe
went to her room, &nd In this seml-
consclous mood =at down In a chalr,

and there George's wish found her,
futilely. O, there wns one thing
clear, clear as the sky outside. All

What a Beauty It Was.

“comsequently did not enjoy the hour,
“Was she 11T Had she gone “away?
Would sha return before he started?
‘He grestad the Major ns one grests a
long-lowt friend; and by gradationn
George  consldered clever Indeod,
“brought the conversatlon down to For-
fmne.. No, the Majar did not know
‘Where Ehe was, Bbe had gone early
to the hasaars, Donbtless sho was
? slone somewhere. Ehe, bhad
“the of loslug herself st times.

was Tisiting friends at

was not right; something was wrong;
and this wrong upon one slde cone
corned her mother, her uncle and
Ryanoe, and upon the other mide, Mr,
Jones, Think and think as she might,
her endeavors gave har no single illu.
ndpation. Four blind walls surround-
ed ber. The United Romance sod Ad-
vanture compin y—there could not pos:
aibly be such n {hing in existence; It
wis o jest of Ryanne's to ¢over up
something far more secious,

$he presned her eyes with  hand
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They ached dully, the dull pain of be-
wilderment, which these days recur-
red with frequency. A sensé of time
wis lacking; for luncheon hour came
and paesed without her balng definite-
ly aware of {t. This in itsell was &
puzzle. A jaunt, such a& she bad ta-
ken that morning, always keened the
»edge of her appetite; and yet, there
Wis no craving whatever,

Where was her mother? If she
would only coma now, the cumulative
doubts of all thess monthe should be
put into spesch. They had treated her
as one would trest a child; it was
neither just nor reasonable. If not as
o child, but as one they dared not
trust, then they were alrald of her,
But why? She pressed her hands to-
gother, impotently, Ryanne, clever as
he wns, had made a sllp or two which
he had sought to cover up with a jest,
Why should he confess himself to be
& rogue unless hls tongue had got the
better of his discretion? If he was a
rogue, why should her mother and her
uncle make use of him, if not for
roguery's ealie? They were foola, fools!
If they had but geen and understood
her as she was, she would have gone
to the bitter end with them, loyally,
with sealed lips. DBut no; they had
chogen not to see; and In thls had
morally betrayed her. Ah, it rankled,
and the Injustice of it grew from paln
to fury. At that moment, had she
known anything, she certainly would
have denounced them. Of what use
was loyalty, slnce none of them
sought it In her?

The Mnjor was wiser than he knew
when he spoke of the hundredth dan-
ger, the danger unforeseen, the danger
ugalnst which they could make no
preparation. And he would have been
first to sense the Irony of it could he
have seen where this dnnger Iay,

Why should they wish the pleasant
young man out of the way? Why
should Ryanne wish to Inveigle him
Into the hands of this man Mahomed?
Was 1t meraly self-preservation, or
something deeper, more sinlster?
Think! Why couldn't she think of
something? It was only a liftle pleas-
ure trip to Calro, they had told her,
and when ghe had asked to go along,
they seemed willing enough. But they
had come to this hotel, when formerly
they had always put up at Shep-
heard’s. A- - here ngaln the question
why? Was it because Mr. Jones was
staying here? She liked him, what 1it-
tle ehe had geen of him, He was out
of an altogether different world than
that to which she was accustomed, He
was nelther insanely mad over cards
nor a socinl ldler. He wie a young
man with a real Interest in lfe, a
worker, notwithstanding that he was
reputed to be Independently rich. And
her mother had once borrowed money
of him, never intending to pay it back.
The shiame of 1t! And why should she
approach him the very first day and
recill the Incldent, if not with the ul-
terior purpose of using him forther?
As a ball strikes a wall only to re
hound to the thrower, so It was with
wll these questions, There wis never
ANy answer.

Tired out, mentally and physlcally,
sho 1ald her head upon the cool top
of the etand, And in this positlon her
mother, who had returned to dress
for tea, found her. Belleving Fortune
to be msleep, Mrs. Chedsoye dropped
a hand upon her shoulder.

Fortune raleed her hend.

“Why, child, what 18 the matter?"
lhe mother asked, 'The face she maw
was not tearstained; It was as cold
and passionless o8 that by which sculp-
tors represent thelr interpretations of
Justice,

“Maiter?" Fortune spoke, In n tone
that did not reassure the oller, "In
the first place I have only one real
question to ask. It depends upon how
you answer it. Am I really vour
daughter?"

“Henlly my doughter?' Mrs. Ched-
soye stepped back, genuinely aston-
ished. "Really my daughter! The
child 1s mod!" ag If addresylng an Im-
ngloary third person. “What makes
you nsk such a slily question?” She
was in a hurry to change her dress,
but the new attitude of this child of
lers warranted some patience,

“That Is no answer,” sald Fortune,
with the unmoved deliberation of a
prosecuting attorney.

"Certainly you are my daughtor”

“Good, I you bad denled It, 1
should have beld my peace; but sinea
you admit that I am of your flesh and
blood, I am going to force you to rec
ognize that In euch 4 capacity | have
some rights, 1 did not ask to come
into thls world; but ihsomuch as I am
here, 1 proposs to become an Indl-
vidual, not a thing to be given bread
and buttor upon sufferance. 1 have
beon talking with Horace. 1 mot him
in the bazaars this moming, He sald
some things which you must answer.”

“Hornoe? And whnat bas ho sald,
pray telll” Her expression wes filp-
pant, but a certaln inquietude pene-
Lrated ber heart and acoolerated its

First Hat Worn in Europe

From this entry of Charles® Inte
Rouen the beginning of the custom of
wonring hate In Europe Is dated, It

wita all yery well for the rich eitizen

A atill more str..ong  dovalopment
ook placo in the sisteenth century.
Hy the statute of 13 Elizabeth every per
son above the age of seven years, and
under o eerfaln degreo, was obliged

beating. What had the lovelorn fool
sald to the child?

“He sald that he was not & good
man, and that you tolerated him be
causé he ran errands for you. What
kind of errands?" |

Mre. Chedsoye did not know wheth-
er to laugh or take the child by the
shoulders and shake her soundly, “He
was laughing when be eald that. BEr-
rands? One would scarcely call it
that."

“Why did you renew the acquaint-
ance with Mr. Jones, when you knew
that you never intended paying back
that loan?"

Hers was a question, Mra. Chedsoye
realized, from the look of the child,
that would not bear evasion.

“What makes you think I never in-
tended to repay him?"

Fortune laughed. It 4id not sound
grateful In the mother's ears.

“Mother, this 15 & crisls; it can not
be met by counier-questions nor by
flippancy, You know that you did
not intend to pay him, What I de
mand to know ls, why you spoke to
him ngain, so nffably, why you seemed
B0 enger to eniter into his good graces
once more. Answer that"

Her mother pondered. For once she
was really at & loss. The unexpected-
ness of this phase caught bher off her
balance, Bhe saw one thing vividly,
regretfully: she had missed a valuable
polnt In the game by not adjusting
her play to the growth of the ehild,
who had, with the phenomenal sud-
denness which stlll baflea the pay-
chologists, stepped out of girlhood
into womanhood, all In a day, What
& fool she had been not to have laft
the child at Mentone!

“I am walting," snld Fortune. “There
are more guestions; but I want this
one answered first.”

"This Is pure insolence!™

“Insolence of & kind, yes"

“And 1 refuse to answer. I
mome authority st

“Not so much, mother, as you had
yvesterday, You refuse to explaln?"

“Absolutely!”

"Then I shall judge you without
mercy.” Fortune rose, her eyes blaz-
ing passionately. She caught her
mother by the wrist, and she was the
stronger of the two, “Can’t you un-

have

“Not till I bave done. Out of the
patchwork, squares have been formed.
What of the men who used to come
to the villa and plasy cards with Uncle
George, the men who weut away and
never came back? What of your long
disappearances of which I kmew noth-
Ing except that one day you vanished
and upon another you came back? Did
you think that I was a fool, that I
had no time to wonder over thoese
things? You have never tried to
mako & friend of me; you have al
ways done your best to antagonize me,
Did you hate my father so much that,
when his death put him out of range,
you had to conoentrate it upon me?
My father!™ Fortune roughly flung
aslde the nrm. “Who knows about
him, who he was, what he was, what
he looked like? As a child, I used to
ask you, but never would you speak.
All T know about him nurse told me.
This much bas always burned my
mind: you mnarrled kim for wealth
that he did not have. What do you
mean by this slmple young man across
the corridor?*

Mrs, Chedsoye wag pale, and the ar-
tistlo touch of rouge upon her cheeks
did not disgulse the pallor. The true
aevidence Iny In the whitencss of her
nose. Never in her varled life had
ghae felt more helpless, more impotent.
To be wild with rage, and yet to be
powerlegs! That alertness of mind,
that mental buoyancy, which had al-
ways given her the power to return
t volley In kind, had deserted her.
Moreover, she was distinctly alarmed.
This lttle fool, with & turn of her
band, might send tottering into rulns
the skillful planning of months.

“Are you in love with him1" aiming
to galn time to regather her scattered
thoughts,

“Love?" bitterly. "I am In a fine
mood to love any one. My question,
my question,” vehemently: "my ques-
tlon!"

“I refuge absolutely to answer you!*
Anger wns first to reorganize (ts
forcen; and Mra, Chedsoye felt the
heat of it run through her velns, But,
oddly enough, It was anger directed
leas toward the child than toward her
own palpeble folly and oversight.

“Then 1 shall leave you, 1 will go
out Into the world and earn my own
bread and butter. AR a lttle brok-
enly, “If you had but glven me a lttla
kindness, you do not know how loyal
I ghould have been to you! But no;
I am and always have been the child
that wasn't wanted,"

\

derstand? 1 am no longer a child, I
am & woman. 1 do not ask, I demand!"
Bhe drew the older woman toward her,
aye to aye. “You palter, you always
palter; palter and evade, You do not
know what frankness and truth are.
Is the continyal evasion caleulated to
still my distrust? Yes, I distpust you,
you, my mother. You have made the
mistake of leaving me nlone too much,
I hnve slwayn distrusted you, but 1
never knew why." :

Mrs. Chadnoye tugged, but ineffectu-

ally. “Let go!"

“Certalnly You Are My Daughter.”

The despalr in the gesture that fol-
lowad thege wordw stirred the moth-
or's oalloused heart, moved it strange-
Iy, mysteriously. “My child!" gho

sald  dmpulsively, holding out her
hands, '

‘INo.” Fortune drew back. "It le
too lnte.”

“Have It so. But you epeak of go-
lng out Into the world to enrn your
own bread and butter, What do you
know about the world? What could
you do? You have never done mny-
thing bat read mmsntle novels and

- — o

moon about in the flower-garden, Fool
ish chit! Harm Mr. Jones? Why?
For what purpose? 1 have no more
interest In him than if he were one
of those mummies over In the muse
um. And I certalnly meant to repay
him. 1 should have done so if you
hadn't taken the task upon your own
broad shoulders, I am In & hurry.
I am golng out to Mena House to tes.
I've lot Caleste off for the day. so
please unhook my walst and do not
bother your head about Mr. Jones,” She
turned her back upon her daughter,
quite confident that she had for the
time suppressed the iuciplent rebel
llon. She heard Fortune orossing the
room. “What are you doing?" petu-
lantly.

“T am ringing for the balkmaid.™
And Fortune resumed her chalr,
pleked up her Baedeker, and became
apparently absorbed over the map of
Assunn.

Aguin wrath mounted to her moth-
er's head. Bhe could combat anger,
lears, protestations; but this Indiffer
ence, studled and unfillal, left her
weaponless; and ghe was too wise to
unbridle her tongue, much as she
longed to do so. She was beaten. Not
an agreeable sensation to one who
counted only her victories.

"Fortune, later you will be sorry for
this epirit,” she sald, when she felt
the tremor of wrath no longer in her
throat.

Fortune turned a page, and jotted
down sgome notes with a pencll, BSad
ns she was at heart. tragle as she
knew the result of this outbreak Lo
be, she could hardly repress & smile
at the thought of her mother's dlis
comflture,

And so the chasm widened, and
went on widening till the end of time.

Mrs. Chedsoye was glad that the |
hallmald knocked and came in just
then. It at least gaved her the ig
nominy of a ratrest. She dressed,
however, with the same dellberate
care tliat she had always used, Noth:
fng ever deranged her gense of pro
portion relative to her tollet, nothing
ever madae her forget ita importance

“Good-by dear,” she sald. “I phall
be 1n at dinner.” If the mald had
any susplolon that there had been s
quarrel, she should at least ba 1m:
pressed with the fact that she, Mra
Chedsoye, was not to blame for It

Fortune nlbbled the end of her pen
eil,

The door closed behind her mother
and the mald. She walted for a time,
Then she sprang to the window and

driven off. Bhoe was dressed in pearl
grey, with s Reynolds hat of grey|

some and distingulshed a woman as |
could be found that day In all Calro.
The watcher threw her Baedoker, her
note-book, and her pencll yiolently |
Itito a corner. It had come to her at
last, this thing that she had been
striving for since noon. She did not
care what the risks were; the storm |
wig too high In her heart to listen
to the volea of caution. She would
do it; for she judged it tha one thing,
In justice to her own blood, she must
accompiigh, Bhe stralghtway dressed
for the street; and If she did not glve
the same care as her mother to the|
vital funection, she produced an effect |
that merited comparison,

She loltered befors the porter's bw |
resn till ghe saw him buslly engaged |
In nnswering quesations of some wom: |
en tourists, Then, with a slight but
[rlendly nod, she gtepped Into the bu
reau and stopped before the key-raclk
8he hung up her key, but took N
down again, ns if ghe had changed
her mind. At least, this was the pop
ter's Impression ae he bowed to her
in the midst of the verbal bombargd
ment. Fortune went up-stalrs. Ten |
or fifteen minutes ¢lepsed, when she !
refurned, liung up the key, and walked
bilekly toward the sideentrance at
the very moment (leorge, In his frult
less search of her, pushed through
the revolving doors In front. And all
the tIme ghe was wondering how It
was that her knees did nof given un-
der. It wns terrible.  She balanced
betwoen lanughter and tears, hystgrd
cally.

(TO BE CONTINUED.,)

Yellow Fever Germ.

The theory that mosquitoes convey
the diseaso known an *yellow fever” |
Is many years old, but It was not un.
til the year 1885 that It was proven
o be true. During that year Major
Ronald Ross, working i{n India along
the lines of Sir Patrick Manson's the
ory, demonstrated that mosquitoes of
the genus called anopleles clarifer
conveyed the disease, In 180794 ex.
periments in Cuba nnd olher parts aof
the world establlshed a similar con
clusion. It {8 In consequence of this
dlscovery that the drend diseass in
now being so largely checked In the
countries where It han hitherto been
f0 destructive of humun life.

Improved Letter Boxes.
Latter boxes have been fnvented for
office bulldings and apartments which
dellver mail dropped Iolo them on
the ground floor to their ewnere
rooms, even the welght of a owrg wiart
Ing the slovating machivery. -

Distinguished “"Tuberculosints,”
John Milton, Dr. Bamuei Johnson,
Bir Walter Scott, Percy Rysshe #hel
loy, John Keats, Thomas Hood, Lagr
~do  Quincoy,

kirtsoff, Joun Sacques Houssosu, John
Muekin, Charles " Kingaley, Hoboert
Southey ard Mme, Do Stael are smong
the qmum Adind by Arthur C. Jacob-
wom, M. D, who-

D, whe has  studied hofr | Inp

| n folble?” A folblo, my wan, Ia
] ‘vlue 15 o

]
Ths New Tube Gown,
She—How 4o you ke my hew
dross? ;
He—~Huh! It reminda me of a popu-
thuator,
Bbe—What do you moan?
He—ftanding rovnt  only.~Cornell
Widow, = _
e Caully Doflned, d
“Fathar," said iitte Rollo, “what s

stood there, Bhe saw her mother| [}

velour and sweeping plumes: as hand. | |3
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- Up Odd Story.

Bullding at Berrien Springs Once

Owned by a Young Widow Who Was

Woed and Won by a Chicagoan

in an Odd Place.

+Berrlen Springs, Mich—The old
Berrien county courthouse at Berrien
Springs, Mich., conneoted with which
there s an unusual Chicago romence,
has been advertised to be sold under
lhe hammer, in order to satisty ao in-
flebtedness that has been hanging over:
It for some tlme, - \

A Chicago minister named Flavius.
1. Probst once martled into the pos-
sessfon of this historle structure,
which waa erected In the early '30s,
and which at one time was one of the
most extensive marrying places in the,
middle west,

After the county seat was moved
from Barrien Springs to 8t. Joseph the
courthouse and the fall came into the
possession of Mrs, Julla Allen, & pret-
‘¥ young widow of the former county
seat. She became & member of a
party invited to go through one of
the big Chicago water tunnels, and on,
:his trip, so the story goes, she meti
Mr, Probst, and before either of them
had again saw daylight they had fall-
en in love with each other, he pro-,
posed and she ascoepted. They were'
subsequently married, and took up:
sheir abode in the jail section of the
2ld eounty courthouse, whsre they:
spent thelr honeymoon and lived hap-,
pily for some time, 1

Then came a rippls In this odd sea'
pf matrimony. The wife set up the,
plaim that her husband had hypnot-
|zed her into deeding him the court-’
flouse property, and there was & suit
10 set nslde the transfer. This suit
nung in the courts for some years
and it had many of the angles of tha'
lamous Jarndyce ve, Jarndyce case In
Pickens' "Bleak House,” and people
began to say that thers wasn't much
shance for Mrs. Probst getting judg-
ment until the day of judgment or un-
tll the old courthouse had rotted away
from the ravages of time, But a son
of Mrs. Probst by her first marriage:
altimntely effeated a settlement, and
agaln the bullding passed back to the
ownership of Mrs, Probst.

Berrlen Springs at the time the old
pourthouse waw housing the govern-
mental business of Berrien county en-
Joyed as much distinction as a Gret-
oa Green ns St. Joseph slnce las taken

Old Courthouse at Berrlen Springs,
Mich, ¢

to itself. Lovers paddled their ca-
noes up and down the St. Joe river,
gtopping long enough at Berrien to be
marrled in ita quaint old courthouse.
Children and grandchildren of Mighl-
gan, Indiana nand’ llinols ploneers
pledged thelr troths within it shad.
ow and were jolned in matrimony from
its crude bench. i

The people of this section of Ber-
rien county say to this day that St
Jon boosters stole the county seat,
and long after Mrs, Allen had scv
guired the old bulldihgs the promo-
ters of the big dune overlooking Lake
Michigan evinoed genuine regret that

| they hadn't carried th: historie old

bullding nlong with the books, f
* Up to this time no one knows just
what will bocome of the old south-
west Michigan landmark, but among
the possibilities is the chance that
it will pnss Into the hands of the lo-
cal lovers of history to house many
different objects that tell of the early
day and of human strugsie In perma-
nent sattlement,

DOG'S BARK SAVES MASTER

Boy Rescued From Suffocation In
Sleep by Firemen Whose Quarters
Are Across the Street.

Chicago.—The life of Nathan Kape
Inn, son of Frank Kaplan, owner of &
saloon at 608 West Chicago avenue,
wan saved by the barking of a fox
terrfer when fire atiacked the bulld-
ing,

The boy was nsleep In the rear of
tha saloon when fire, ktarted by
crossed electric wires, attacked the
barroom. He was rapidly becoming
unconscious from the smoke when the
barking of the dog was heard by Lieu-
tenant Frank 8tift of engine company
No. 14, whose quarters are aocross the
street,

Upon going to the saloon, Lieuten-
ant 8tift and Plpeman Oscar Fugate
found 1t fNilled with smoke. The bark
Ing wns becoming (ainter, and they
broke down the door, In & rear room
they found young Kaplan unconselous
and carried him out

A “still" alarm wis sounded, after
which the two firemen rescued the
elder Kaplan, his wife and thelr
daughters, Catberine and Rlizabeth,
from their apariments above the
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~ Bells Whisky for a Ple.
Conneaut, O~It cost
Conneaut  druggist, $1400 to
aky to a
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